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THE ALDINE. 



LITTLE JACK FROST. 
A RHYME FOR FLOSSIE. 

Little Jack Frost went up the hill, 
Watching the stars so cold and chill, 
Watching the stars and the moon so bright, 
And laughing aloud like a crazy wight. 

Little Jack Frost ran down the hill, 
Late in the night, when the winds were still, 
Late in the fall, when the leaves fell down, 
Red, and yellow, and faded brown. 

Little Jack Frost walked through the trees, 
" Ah," sighed the flowers, " we freeze, we freeze ! " 
" Ah," sighed the grasses, " we die, we die ! " 
Said little Jack Frost, " Good-bye, good-bye ! " 

Little Jack Frost tripped round and round, 
Spreading white snow on the frozen ground ; 
Nipping the breezes, icing the streams, 
And chilling the warmth of the sun's bright beams. 

Nobody saw him, still he was there, 
Nose-biting, prank-playing, everywhere ; 
All through the houses, out in the street, 
Capering wildly through storm and sleet. 

But when Dame Nature brought back the spring, 
Brought back the birds to chirp and sing, 
Melted the snow and warmed the sky, 
Little Jack Frost went pouting by. 

The flowers opened their eyes of blue, 

Green buds peeped out and grasses grew. 

And it got so warm and scorched him so, 

Little Jack Frost was glad to go. — Charles Songster. 



LOST LILLIAN BRACY; 

A TRADITION OF CHARLES I/.'S TIME. 
CHAPTER XIII. 

SPURRING AWAY TO WHITEHALL. 

To the last submission and the closing demand of 
the knight, already of record, Letty Bryce, whatever 
the temptation to do otherwise, only answered : 

" Ees, measter, some other time, belike, 'ee may 
say what 'ee pleases, and poor Letty'll be main glad 
to listen to 'ee, maybe — ees!" Then she suddenly 
put hand to head, as if remembering. " La, measter, 
do 'ee but think ! I did be so feared, like, at un 
words, that I forgot summat as I had to tell 'ee when 
I coamed — summat dread,some sudden, I do think." 

" Ah, I remember. What is it that you seek of me, 
Letty ? " 

"Ees, don't 'ee say, now, that poor Letty is main 
foolish, though belike she be." She took a slight 
packet of papers from the pocket of her gown, a'nd 
held up before him, with apparently all the idiocy of 
her first coming to the Hope on her face. "There 
be sad doings, ees, at the big house, since Mistress 
Maude be dead; and measter he be blacker than 
ever ; and rough men do meet wi' him p' nights ; and 
I do find these papers behind un when they go ; 
and — Would 'ee be so doleful good as to tell poor 
Letty what un says ? 'Ee can read the black marks, 
belike?" 

Sir Ralph Edgecumbe laughed as he took the 
packet, — as many another man has laughed over 
mine or sleeping volcano. " Read, Letty? — yes," he 
said. '* But, my poor girl, what could have put it in 
your silly little head to take Walter Bracy's papers, 
or those of his guests ? Do you not know that such 
is wrong — dishonest, or at the best, meddling and 
making? I will but see what they may be, as no seal 
binds them ; and then they must go back at once." 
He opened as he spoke, glanced down the principal 
paper, and the manly face grew ashen white with 
horror blended with fear. 

" Great heaven, what is this ? " he muttered, though 
not in words intelligible to the bearer of the papers. 
" An agreement to murder the king and the duke, on 
their way by Watford, only two days hence, signed 
by Walter Bracy, and Whelpley, and half a score 
others of the malcontents ! Oh, deadly and most 
cursed treason ! O, most lucky chance ! Can this 
girl know of the truth ? No — it is but a providential 
venture ; but thank all the saints that it hath been 
made! I must away to Whitehall on the instant; 
and she must bide in ignorance of the affair, lest in 
her simplicity she mar all by an idle word. Yes, 
Letty," he addressed the apparently unconscious in- 
strument of this great discovery, " these papers are 
of import, and it is well that you brought them to 
me. Has no one set eye on them, but yourself? Be 
sure, now, lass ! " 



" Noa, measter — I do be main sure as no one has 
seen un since un dropped, save I ; and I do be woundy 
stupid." 

"That is well, Letty, very well," replied the knight, 
in the excitement of this revelation well nigh forget- 
ting that he was a lover. " Speak of them to no one 

— be sure ! May I keep them, for the one night only ? 
I will tell you what they mean, to-morrow." 

" 'Ee may keep un, ees ; but 'ee must be main sure 
to bring un back to-morrow, won't 'ee ! I must not 
keep un from measter, 'ee knows. That would be 
summat like stealing, belike, as they do call it ; and 
the man wi' black on his face, he hanged Tinker Tim, 
at Oldham, ees, for a-doin' o' that, I do mind." 

Hastily the young knight, now all alive with anx- 
iety for his king and the periled realm, reassured 
this natural anxiety of the young girl, and prepared 
to ride away. 

" I will bring back these papers to the Hope, to- 
morrow, my sweet Letty, be sure," he said, taking 
her hand again as he set foot in stirrup, and kissing 
it with the same respect as before. " Be a good lass, 
until then, as by this light you have always been; 
and to-morrow, by night if not earlier, be sure that 
you shall see me. Not a word till then, on your life ! 

— and that life is precious to me, now, as well as to 
yourself! Farewell ! " 

He was in the saddle, with the last word, and kiss- 
ing his hand set spurs to his good bay, forgetful that 
the noble beast had known any fatigue during the 
day, and only conscious, for the time, of the one im- 
pulse and the one duty to England. 

"To London, quick as time flies ! To Whitehall, fast 
as man may ride ! Ralph Edgecumbe shall not know 
sleep or eat food in quiet, until this villainy be un- 
raveled ! " 

" He is away to London, I know it ! " exultantly 
mused Lett)' Bryce, as the rider vanished down the 
rise, with flying foot of steed and puff of risen dust 
behind him. "The king's life will be saved; and 
Walter Bracy — murderer of your wife, traitor to the 
honor of the poor and lowly — regicide in heart, and 
foe of this broken land ! — you have no angel to 
guard you since Maude Bracy lay in her blood ! The 
hour of doom is coming: will the hour of joy come 
with it? Oh, it must ! it must! Ralph Edgecumbe 
loves me, though he struggle with the passion that 
he deems so unfit — loves me as his soul; and I — I 
could give my life to be his ! Brave, loyal, generous, 
what will he say, what will he think ? Ha ! " and the 
young girl paused suddenly. " I have been watched, 
as I feared ! Pray heaven that this good fellow do 
not mar more than he can make! " 

At that moment, as she had divined, Stephen Ches- 
ter stepped from the coppice crowning the hillock, 
and approached before she could move more than a 
few paces down the rise, toward the Hope. 

" Here thee is, Letty, as I did think ! " cried the 
forester, as he approached. " Thee was not alone, 
lass, a moment agone. Sir Ralph Edgecumbe did be 
here ; I saw his horse,- and know it woundy well. 
Dang it, wench, don't thee know that such great 
gallants be the ruin of poor silly girls? Where has 
thee hid him all o' a sudden ? " 

The same arsenal, the weapons from which had be- 
fore vanquished poor Stephen, was ready stocked on 
the instant. Letty Bryce was half-sobbing, with 
knuckles in her eyes ; and the words appropriate to 
that condition were at once forthcoming : 

" 'Ee be cruel, Stephen — ees ! 'Ee be jealous, I do 
be sure ! What would 'ee have a poor girl do ? 'Ee 
won't marry I — 'ee is to marry Nelly Biggin ; and I 

— I — I — can't have a chap after all, 'ee do think ! " 
" Chap ! chap, forsooth ! " echoed honest Stephen, 

in due indignation. "Sir Ralph Edgecumbe a chap 
for thee! I tell thee, wench, thee be a fool — a 
woundy fool ! He will be the ruination o' thee, for 
sure and all, if thee don't mind ! Dang it, afore I 
would let thee play the light-o'-love to the best of 
these gentles, I would take thee myself, and let 
Nelly Biggin marry Tom Scullion ! " 

" Noa, would 'ee, Stephen ? " replied the half-paci- 
fied girl, wiping- her eyes with great suddenness. 
" May I tell Nelly 'ee will have me — ees? 'Ee is not 
so fine dressed as other chap ; but 'ee '11 do, belike, 
if un can't do any better." 

Thus emboldened, the forester for the first time 
essayed to throw his arm about the waist of his alter- 
nate sweetheart ; and there might have been a cer- 
tain awkwardness supervening, under this attempt, 
and his fervid assurance that, if she would not tell 
Nelly until it was all-over, the house by Nick's Run. 
and all it contained, should certainly be hers, — had 



not the full voice of the despised Nelly at opportune 
moment sounded through the coppice from which 
Stephen had himself so late emerged : 

" Stephen ! Stephen, I say ! Where be 'ee ? " 

"Oh Lord, Letty, there be Nelly, a-comin' after 
us ! " cried the alarmed forester, brought to himself 
on the instant. " If she do see us together, we be 
ruinated, sure ! Come away quick, lass ! — come 
away quick ! " 

Terribly must have been wrung the young heart 
thus made a mere convenience, in the knowledge 
of this old claim reasserted ; for Letty again com- 
menced to sob : 

"There! 'ee bean't my chap, after all — 'ee be 
Nelly's chap ! Don't 'ee ever speak to I again, wi' 
un fine words, a-deceivin' of a poor girl ! " 

Suddenly appeared Nelly Biggin, her broad face 
reddened with the violence of her evident watch and 
pursuit of the recreant and unfaithful Stephen ; but 
rapidly as she came, Letty Bryce, fortunately for all, 
had disappeared from view and was making way 
back to the Hope by the path leading behind the 
coppice. 

" Oh, 'ee is here, is 'ee ? " exclaimed the irate serv- 
ing-woman, at last face to face with her affianced. 
"Where be that hussy, Letty? She did come this 
a-way, main long ago: I seed her wi' own eyes ; and 
'ee been a-talkin' sweet to her again — I know 'ee ! " 

"Woman," replied Stephen, with that impressive 
dignity of innocence more than once shown afore- 
time, "thee is mad — and thee doesn't know what 
may come of it!, belike, if thee goes on. A-talkin' 
sweet to her — that babby ! Whoy, Nelly, how can 
thee do thyself so much wrong? If she have been 
talkin' sweet to me — -mindl don't say that she have, 
lass — whoy, don't thee misdoubt that I have sent 
her packing — a little baggage, main like a child ! " 

"If she do talk sweet to 'ee any more, mind if I 
doan't so scratch that baby face o' hern, that 'ee 
won't know her when 'ee sees her ! " grimly answered 
the buxom and jealous Nelly, again showing that 
confidence, once broken, is not over-easy to restore, 
even in the ranks of servitors, — and her conclusion 
giving threatening omen of the future possibly lying 
before the forester : 

"It bean't over long, come Michaelmas — that be 
one good thing ; and I doan't trust 'ee main far out 
o' my sight till priest have said the words — mind 'ee 
that, now ! After that" — the pregnant promise re- 
maining uncompleted, but possibly none the less 
forcible in the awful dimness of its uncertainty. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE LAST MEETING OF THE CONSPIRATORS. 

It was night, of the day following that on which 
Letty Bryce and Sir Ralph Edgecumbe had met and 
parted, so momentously, in both regards, for each. 
It was the night preceding that day on which the 
violent hands of the Fifth-Monarchy Men were to 
undo the work of Monk of Albemarle, and make 
nought, the vaunted Restoration, by ending the Stu- 
art line in the blood of two royal brothers. In the 
old hall at Bracy's Hope, where they have before 
been seen under circumstances so similar, again sat 
the three adherents of the perished Protectorate — 
torches on table, and liquor shining redly in their 
glimmer, as if some mysterious connection might 
exist between it and its crimson congener, blood, 
so soon to be poured as freely. 

"The full arrangement is complete, at the last," 
spoke Whelpley, his coarse face full of a malignant 
satisfaction, little according with his next words. 
"Thank the good Lord, for so much ! All our men 
have arms; and I have looked to the weaving of 
more branches, with loopholes of due convenience, 
in the hedge by Watford Heath. The ribald king 
and his brother are intent to make a progress, with 
their Babylonish court : and the Babylonish court 
may e'en carry their dead corpses if they will." 

He paused, leaned across the table, and filled three 
of the goblets there standing, taking one and mo- 
tioning to the others to follow his example, as they 
did — John Carver with the alacrity of his nature, 
Joram Brintnall more slowly, and with a sort of pro- 
test against undue indulgence implied in his momen- 
tary hesitation. 

" I drink," added Whelpley, " to the stout hand that 
shall send a bullet home to the bad heart of Charles 
Stuart ; to the bullet that shall have that brave office 
— would I could have the fashioning of it, in more 
deadly form than the mere leaden pellet — and to the 
lucky petronel that shall send that bullet home, and 
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that should be hung up in the New Parliament Hall, 
beside Magna Charta and the axe of the headsman ! " 

The response of Brintnall, as he raised his glass and 
at the same moment his eyes and the one unoccupied 
hand, — though less fanciful than that of Whelpley, 
was equally characteristic : 

" The bodies of the Lord Protector and the good 
men of his following, hung at Tyburn Tree by the 
accursed malignants, amid a hooting crowd of the 
ungodly, and their grizzled heads set up in mockery 
on Westminster Hall — these call for vengeance, 
and I drink to it, as in the wine of holy wrath. The 
hands of the saints are not weakened — nay, though 
they be held powerless for a little time ; and when 
comes the occasion, they will smite to the death, 
even as smote the Iron Men at Naseby ! Down with 
the Men of Belial ! Root out the accursed — aye, de- 
stroy them, root and branch ! Strike, and spare 
not ! " 

"Tough John Carver" had grasped his goblet with 
due avidity, and yet he drank even more slowly than 
the others, and his words fell like a strange commen- 
tary following on that which had immediately pre- 
ceded. 

"A truce to over-much whining, even of the godly 
sort ! " his words rang out, almost too fearlessly for 
the possible surroundings. " The time for hypocrisy 
is past, brother Brintnall!" — the last words with 
something like a snuffling sneer in them. " My toast 
is this, and this only, and who likes it not may e'en 
swallow it with a trifle of forcing: Down with the 
bloody Charles and his minions, and to us the spoil 
of the kingdom ! Zounds, masters ! — there hath 
been milk in both your toasts — aye, for the matter 
of that, milk and water: mine is that pure cream, the 
truth, and thus a little rare and costly, not to be told 
too often or to unbelieving ears." 

Even while he spoke, Walter Bracy had entered, 
coming in through the secret panel, and thus mak- 
ing no disturbance at the locked door of the hall. 
That secret panel had well served him, once and 
again ; and perhaps one of the gravest reasons for 
the selection of this chamber for the repeated meet- 
ings of the conspirators had been found in the possi- 
bilities of escaping by it, even if an enemy should 
be at the door, out through a subterranean passage, 
into the covered yard at the rear, with the wooded 
grounds and the river affording the after and close 
protection. No one without could know of it : to 
no member even of his family, except dead Maude 
Bracy in other and happier years, had the secret 
ever been communicated. Not even his associated 
conspirators knew more than that he entered to them 
by other than the great door. What could be safer 
than this hall — what more powerfully protecting 
than the secret panel ? 

" Is all done, Master Bracy?" asked Whelpley, the 
practical, as the host came forward from the gloom 
of the recess. 

"All is done," replied Waiter Bracy, throwing him- 
self into a seat at the table, filling a goblet, and toss- 
ing off the contents at a single gulp, notably without 
grace or sentiment. " Yes, all is done. The death 
of Maude Bracy hath perchance set prying eyes at 
work, admitting into the house those who had never 
entered else. The papers were no longer safe against 
visit arid force ; and no one dare play false, now ! I 
have burned all — all. Now let them spy, nay search, 
an they will, and to the black devil the ashes they 
may find and read if they have skill enough ! " 

" You are a subtle companion — nay, say leader, 
Master Bracy," said Whelpley. "You have acted 
wisely, we may not doubt ; and freed England shall 
yet bless your name as one of her deliverers." 

This approval may have been quite in earnest, and 
equally deserved. But even if so, it suited not too 
well the mood of the Master of Bracy 's Hope, at that 
juncture. 

"A truce with hollow compliments, Whelpley!" 
he spoke, in that hoarse voice which the others had 
already come to know as marking a dangerous mood. 
"I know the others, and you, and myself! I am a 
bad man — the last of a line that was honored in the 
realm ; and you — nay, no threatening looks, for I do 
not value them a dried rush! — you have made me 
worse than I might have been, a thousand-fold. We 
play a dangerous game ; but the chances are that to- 
morrow we shall win." 

He reached again across the table, filled another 
goblet, and again drank at a gulp, while the others 
exchanged glances at this manifest imprudence, 
which might bring peril to more than himself. 

" Down with fear, and away with conscience ! " he 



cried, setting down the goblet with a hand so un- 
steady that it shivered on the oaken table. " Ha ! 
the glasses break ! — an omen, if fools are to be cred- 
ited ! What then ? Wine ! — more wine ! " 

He filled another goblet as he spoke, and did the 
same office for the others, spilling the red fluid not a 
little, as he continued, in that reckless mood growing 
every moment more threatening and dangerous : 

"Wine! more wine! My brain is reeling — but 
what then? Maude Bracy is dead — did you know 
it? I killed her, I, and here. She troubled me. I 
warned you, my masters, that even the foes of my 
own household would not escape me ; and what care 
I for foes without, think you? Drink, I say — join 
me in this one goblet more. To the bold heart and 
the strong hand, that can grasp what they wish and 
hold what they grasp ! " 

Not a little concerned and somewhat frightened, 
the others, scarce daring to refuse, took the prof- 
fered goblets and were about to raise them to their 
lips, when the quick ear of John Carver caught the 
echo of sounds without, and a low " Hist ! " induced 
the setting down of all, untasted. 

" Listen ! " he said. "There are steps without, and 
I hear the hum of voices at no great distance." 

"Tush! Fancy and nothing more," proclaimed 
Whelpley, after a moment of listening. " It is only 
the troubled imagination of a troublous time ! " 

" No ! " exclaimed Walter Bracy, the fumes of wine 
passing away rapidly under a new excitement. 
" There are steps coming up the passage ; and I, too, 
heard a voice. Fools ! — if any meddle here, they 
have need be wary : I have taught them one lesson 
already, methinks, of the danger of coming upon me 
in my privacy and in my own apartments." 

" It was not fancy, truly," admitted Whelpley. 
"There are feet, and many of them, though I hear 
no voices." 

" They come nearer : they are almost at the door, 
if my ear errs not in carrying direction," said Carver. 

"They may have evil purposes — they may be min- 
ions of the Man of Blood!— had we not best try 
means of escape?" was the first suggestion of Joram 
Brintnall, who forgot, now, any necessity for uplift- 
ing of hands or uprolling of eyes." 

" Ha, brother Brintnall ! " sneered John Carver, 
looking round on the first trembler of the group, in 
undisguised contempt that had possibly long been 
lying hidden. 

Of a truth, Carver had been right in his first hear- 
ing. Of a truth the others had judged correctly, in 
measuring the sound as that of many feet walking 
somewhat carefully, and approaching the door of 
the apartment, through the hall without. And at 
that moment the steps sounded even at the door, 
and through the thick paneling voices could be heard, 
low pitched and as if in consultation. There was 
danger ; it pressed ; it was upon them, if startled ears 
could be believed. 

The secret panel ! The time had come for that, 
even in other minds than that of Joram Brintnall ! 

" You spoke of escape, brother Brintnall," said 
Walter Bracy, with a sneer quite as undisguised as 
that of Carver. " Well — remember that you, of all 
men, first proposed such a course; and then — this 
way and tread lightly — all." 

He stepped into the recess, followed by the others, 
only Carver taking thought to grasp one of the 
torches from the table, for what he well conceived 
to be the possible threading of some dark passage. 
They were, on the instant, in the corner of the room, 
where the Master of Bracy's Hope had scarcely pre- 
ceded them ; and there, by the light of the torch, they 
saw him pressing with his hands upon a portion of 
the paneling, with bewilderment in his face and the 
drops of wonder and anxiety beginning to bead upon 
his brow. 

"Malediction on it, and on all!" he rather hissed 
than spoke. " It is fastened from without ! I can 
not move it ! Oh, to have the traitor here, to crush 
out his life ! Death and furies ! " still attempting the 
panel, in desperation, " this is the curse that Maude 
Bracy has left behind her; for in the coming of 
strangers to her burial, some traitor eye and hand 
hath discovered this, and we are lost ! " 

Through their own special channels our sins find 
us out and overwhelm us, much oftener than we 
know. One moment more of thought — not too 
likely in the midst of that beleaguering, might have 
told Walter Bracy that through that secret panel he 
had come to the attempted violence against the poor 
serving-maid — that at least one other than a stranger 
might thus have come to know of other entrance to 



the room than that afforded by the door — that exam- 
ination might well have followed, and the whole 
means of safety thus been discovered and destroyed, 
by its estopping after his entrance ! 

"If such was our dependence, it is indeed idle," 
exclaimed Carver, stepping back toward the centre 
of the apartment, when he saw that no secret door 
would open at any effort, and drawing a pistol from 
his belt, as a threatening knock sounded on the 
outer panels. " Draw, all, and defend yourselves, if 
they be foes who make summons at the door ! " 

"And so lose lives, perchance, that are in no dan- 
ger!" observed Whelpley, making no motion to 
follow the example of drawing weapon, though all 
present were armed. " Command yourselves, broth- 
ers, and bethink you. Whoever comes, we are here : 
what then ? Has any, dangerous matter about his 
person ? If no, what peril ? " 

"True!" cried Walter Bracy, thus reminded by 
the forethought of Whelpley, to whom, even, the re- 
membrance had come somewhat late and slowly. 
" True — we are here, but what imports so much 
with no more ? I am in my own hall, and friends 
are in my company. There is no proof of crime, 
since the papers are burned. Fools, we all, not to 
think of this earlier." 

"Natheless," said Joram Brintnall, casting up eyes 
but forgetting so to raise hand — " natheless, I would 
we were well out of this place. For if the Men of 
Belial lay hand upon us — " 

" Why, if they do, they will e'en hang us, that is 
all, brother Brintnall ! " broke in Carver, impatiently. 
"Sdeath ! — what import whether we have papers or 
no? If they seek us, it is to do our death — no less 
and no more. But what matter? Die like dogs if 
need be, and if you better like such an end than 
dying like men." 

Sullenly "tough John Carver" replaced his pis- 
tol ; though he still kept hand resting on the weapon, 
it was notable. 

For while speaking, more than once the summons 
had been repeated by loud knockings upon the door, 
and voices had been plainly heard ; and even as Car- 
ver put up his weapon, the voice of Sir Ralph Edge- 
cumbe sounded clear and loud, so that Walter Bracy 
recognized it while the others knew it not, making 
the ominous demand of armed authority : 

"Open, in the king's name ! " 

Rather hardened than otherwise affected by the 
knowledge of the voice of one kindly regarded in 
the past by the unloved wife, and thus hateful to her 
unloving husband — Walter Bracy, at this juncture, 
made fierce reply to that demand. 

"Who pretends authority, at this unseasonable 
hour, in the house of Walter Bracy ? Out, scum, ere 
worse come to you ! We open no door to midnight 
marauders, and those who do so will advance at their 
peril." 

"They resist — they refuse us entrance, and defy 
authority. Tarry no longer, men ! Break down the 
door! And you who are within, surrender in the 
king's name ! " 

This, too, in the voice of Sir Ralph Edgecumbe ; 
and then, while Carver and the host both drew pis- 
tols, and Whelpley stood sullen and irresolute, and 
Brintnall paled and cowered as if he had been the 
last of men to dream of the shedding of human 
blood, — this while, the door was first violently 
shaken ; then rained upon it blows from the butts of 
many musquetoons, showing the presence of a force 
of at least a certain strength in numbers ; and then, 
and finally, when the stubborn tenacity of the stout 
old oaken fabric became fully evident, sounded 
against lock and hinge the ring of pole-axes, and it 
fell crashing into the hall, narrowly missing those 
who had so lately been defiant of its opening. 

John Carver was too true a soldier to think of fir- 
ing against such odds as those which he saw before 
him, and dropped the muzzle of his weapon as he 
looked without and measured the force in the open 
door. Walter Bracy, hot of blood and reckless of 
mood, would even then have drawn trigger, but that 
even as the door fell, the voice of the soldier of the 
Low Countries once more rang out in command : 

"Men-at-arms, cover them with your petronels, 
and fire if a weapon be again raised ! " Then, as the 
order was obeyed and the conspirators stood liter- 
ally at his mercy : " Walter Bracy, and others of this 
company whom I know not too certainly, it were 
idle to resist or to threaten. Surrender, in the king's 
name, as you might well have done, without this 
forced entrance and harm to property." 

[CONCLUDED IN NEXT NUMBER ] 



